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without waiting for the answers, and his voice grew weak-
er and weaker.
"Who are you? I'm a tinsmith and my name's Ivan.
There were three of us in Yegor Ivanovich's study circle
—three of us tinsmiths, but eleven in all. We were awful
fond of him, may his soul rest in peace. Even if I don't
believe in God—'*
In one of the streets the mother hailed a droshky. When
she had seated Ivan she whispered, "Don't say anything,"
and carefully bound his mouth with the handkerchief.
He raised his hand to his face, but let it drop limply
into his lap, too weak to struggle with the bandage. He
kept muttering through its folds.
"Don't think I'll ever forget this, my good men. Be-
fore he came there was a student named Titovich ... who
used to teach us ... political economy.... They arrested
him...."
The mother put her arm round Ivan and drew his
head down to her breast. Suddenly the boy slumped over
and wais silent. Paralysed with fear, she glanced furtively
about. She was afraid the police would come running at
her from behind some corner, and on seeing Ivan's ban-
daged head would seize him and kill him.
"Drunk?" asked the driver, twisting in his seat and
smiling good-naturedly.
"Uh-huh. Took more than he could hold," said the
mother with a sigh.
"Your son?"
"Yes. A shoemaker. I'm a cook."
"A hard life, yours. Hm-m."
With a flick of his whip, the driver turned round again.
"Hear about the figit just took place in the cemetery?"
he asked in lowered tones. "Seems they burieid one of
these political chaps—one of them that's against the
higher-ups—got some kind of a bone to pick with than.
Seems the ones that buried him were all of a sort—pals
so to speak. And they started yelling, 'Down with the
higher-ups! It's them that steal from the people!* Along

